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very bluntly and dismissinglytfelt now that his madness
was at its climax. An outrageous lunatic fit, that promised
to release him from his fatal passion, seemed, on the
contrary, respectable in essence if not in the display.
Wives he should have by fifties and hundreds if he wanted
them, she thought in her great-heartedness, reflecting 011
the one whose threatened pretensions to be his mate were
slain by the title flung at her, and merited. The word (she
could guess it) was an impassable gulf, a wound beyond
healing. It pronounced in a single breath the girl's right
name and his pledge of a return to sanity. For it was
the insanest he could do; it uttered anathema on his love
of her 5 it painted his white glow of unreason and fierce ire
at the scorn which her behaviour flung upon every part of
his character that was tenderest with him. After speaking
such things a man comes to his senses or he dies. So
thought the baroness, and she was not more than commonly
curious to hear how the Etidigers had taken the insult
they had brought on themselves, and not unwilling to wait
to see Alvan till he was cool. His vanity, when threaten
ing to bleed to the death, would not be civil to the surgeon
before the second or third dressing of his wound.

CHAPTEE XYIIL
IN the house of the Elidigers there was commotion.
Clotilde sat apart from it, locked in her chamber. She had
performed her crowning act of obedience to her father by
declining the interview with Alvan, and as a consequence
she was full of grovelling revolt.
Two things had helped her to carry out her engagement
to submit in this final instance of dutifulness : one was the
sight of that hateful rigid face and glacier eye of Tresten;
the other was the loophole she left for subsequent insur-
gency by engaging to write to Count Hollinger's envoy, Dr.
StSrchel. She had gazed most earnestly at him, that he
might not mistake her meaning, and the little man's pair of
spectacles had, she fancied, been dim. He was touched.